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" Yes," he reckoned, "they aimed to bring her up right. Yer see," he went on, "her father's my pal, and he married the girl that — a girl — well, the best kind of a girl yer can think of" (poor Sam), "and they both worked hard and was gettin' along fine, until sickness come, and then he lost his job, and it's plumb four months now that he's been idle; and that girl, the wife, was thin as a rail, and they would die all together in a heap before they'd let any one help 'em except with work."
"What," I asked, "did the child mean by getting a smacking last week ? "
"Oh," he answered, "the kid gets pretty hungry, I suppose, and t'.other day when she was playin' with the Jones child, there in the same house, Mrs. Jones asks her to come in and have some dinner; and as she lifted one of the covers from the cooking-stove, the kid says : ' My, you must be awful rich, you make a fire at both ends of your stove at once. My mamma only makes a fire| i                              ing surface  seemed   to   give   her  exquisite
